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FALLING ASHES

by D.M.P. 

Cassie biked past the playground on her way home after school. She glanced casually at the children cavorting around. Kindergartners were climbing over the jungle gym. Little eight-year olds were jumping rope and playing hopscotch. A toddler was laughing as he dumped a shovel heaped with sand on his father while playing in the sandbox. But what made Cassie stop was when she saw a group of children singing a song.

"Ring around the rosie, a pocket full of posies."

The children danced around in a circle, laughing and singing. Staring at the happy scene, Cassie wished she could be that innocent. She wished she could just drop all of her worries, all her morals, all her fears and despairs, and just play. 

"Ashes, ashes, we all fall down!" At the last second, the circle of children pulled themselves down to the ground, squealing with glee. Then they got up on their short stubby little legs and started again.

The children danced around in their circle, faster and faster. It was fun, they thought, to spin around crazily and then to fall down at the end. The children were only five, six years old at most. In their little world of childish joy and happiness, they wouldn't know real turbulence in life. They didn't realize the true meaning of the words they sang. Youth was a garden of innocence, and the children frolicked in it. But someday, they will fall from their grace, their simple life turned to ashes. Cassie wished she was still in the garden. 

"Cassie?"

She turned around. Jake pulled up his bike alongside hers. "You're crying." he asked. "Are you okay?" He gently brushed a tear from her cheek.

"How can they do that?" she whispered bitterly.

"Do what?"

Cassie pointed at the children in the playground. They fell down to the ground laughing, never tiring of the joy of the game.

"Be so happy. Smile and say that one day everything good in their lives will die." Cassie quickly put a hand across her face to wipe the tears. 

Jake looked at the dancing children for a long time. "Well, I don't see it that way," he said slowly. He gently put his hands on Cassie's shoulders and turned her toward the children. "Look again. What do you see?"

Cassie saw the children. "They keep falling."

"But only to get up again. Don't you see that?"

Jake put his arms around her and whispered softly in her ear. "I see that the children dance around and then they fall. But falling down doesn't mean the end. It only leads to a getting up again. It's a cycle, Cassie. A circle of rising, falling, and rising up again. Happiness never disappears forever. It just fades away for awhile, only to come back better than ever." 

"Is it the same with innocence?" Cassie let Jake hold her for a few moments, then she stepped back from their embrace.

"Where are you going?"

"To play."

Cassie approached the group of children. "May I join in?"

A little boy looked up at her with dark brown eyes. "Sure you can," he said timidly. 

Cassie took hold of the little hands of the children. They looked at her shyly for a moment, then started their game.

"Ring around the rosie, a pocket full of posies...."

The song of youth danced in the wind, the voices young and strong. 


End file.
